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J * ES, by the phraſe of ſchoolmen unconfin'd, 
To trace ſome ſtriking features of the mind; ; 
Some wandering lines chat mark the Tifing thought. 
Ne'er in the depths of tangled ſtudy ſought, 


Theſe may be mine ; beneath the critic's view ß, i 
To ſport with weit and truſt for mat to you. 


> 


Oer every beating heart confeſsd to reign, : 1 


LEES & 6 £ 


Purſued by all, by all purſued 3 in Vain, 
The Sage's ſecret, and the Poet 8 dream, 5 


Be the wide wiſh of HappiNess my Theme, 
2717 | B | Come 7 


„ 


Come then, and let us lecture by the hour 


On theſe great ſubjects, Wiſdom, Wealth, and Pow'r; 


The boaſted ſource of every bliſs deny, 


And ſhey their empty urns, their fountains dry.— 


Alas! from me no learned lectures hope, 
A ſimple rhimeſter—look for theſe in Por 2. 
I boaſt no magic verſe, no matchleſs mind, 
That deep in ſcience leaves the croud behind, 
To #* s x leave a ſyſtem's pert pretence, 
Nor, where I cannot fathom, take offence ; 
Some paſſing figures only dare to ſhow, 
And give the Muſe's comment as they go. 


All, ſaid the Dane *, have buſineſs and deſires; 
All human kind this touch Promethean fires, 
By every rank, by every temper ſought, 
Something to be, and ſomething to be thought: 
This on the many's changing will depends, 
That on our own, uncertain of its ends; 


To that no ſage could c'er affix a name, 


This roves thro' all the lengthen'd ſcale of fame, 


* Hamlet. 


"I 


2 ab 
— "Tis Florio's bow, his minuet, his walk; 
With“ * # * * a brilliant on a hand of chalk; 
Faſhion in youth, and decency in age ; 


With prudes 'tis honour, prayer-book, and page, 


some fleeting hope we ſtart, purſue, and miſs, - 


Then rouſe another, and pronounce it bliſs: 


' 
3 

if 

7 


Yet may not ſpleen the Sovereign Will arraign, 
Yet may not ſpleen believe we run in vain ; 
Tis the purſuit rewards the active mind, 

And what in reſt we ſeek, in toil we find. 


n 
— Her 2 —— — "1 


The friend of Pyrrhus bade him feaſt and live, 
Poſſeſſed of all the finiſh'd war could give: 


Vain were his banquets had not Pyrrhus fought, 
The chace, and not the quarry, Pyrrhus ſought. 


Midſt all the ſweets of Tempe's roſeate vale, 
Where every fragrance breathes on every gale, | 
The fabled pleaſures of Elyſian bow'rs, 

The nectar quaff d on beds of bluſhing flow'rs > 1 
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141 
Give all to ſenſe that ſenſe could with to e, Le 
And give immortal as the joys of Jove, f 
The ſoul would ſicken mid the ſtagnate air, 
And wiſh the ruffian blaſts of human carme e.. 
Where paſſive ſenſe with all her pow'rs would miſs, 
The ſprings of action move the wheels of bliſs ; : 
Hence buſtling natures, ina wayward ſtate, 
And thrown at random on the coil of fate, i 8 
Staunch to each purpoſe; Rill inweary'd preſs 
Where dark mis fortune low” rs, or beams ſucceſs, 


Teach every curſe the happineſs i it brings, | 
And reap the vintage midſt the wild of things: 
Hence Balbus triumphs o'er the ills of life, 


With duns, bad | debtors, law-ſuits, and a wife. 


14 2 ? 41 : 
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Hence vain the rule that moral coldneſs gives, 
And bids Lothario live as Probus lives: 
I fit, ſays Probus, on the peaceful ore” | 
And hear the billows round me idly roar, e 
« I hear unmov'd; within my humble cell 
“ The bliſ feful pow TS of calm contentment dwell; 


« Soft 


( 5] 

* Soft as the ſleep of babes my paſſions lie“ — 
Lothario yawns, and Probus wonders why— 
Lothario, ſwelling with a ſoul of fire, 

' Wing'd with the lightning wiſh; the fierce deſire 
« Contentment, peace; the bliſsful ſcenes of caſe! 


« The hell your fancies paint were heav'n to'theſe.” 


If certain bounds th' im pulſive ardor kept, 
Nor madden'd joy, nor melancholy wept, 
But where, amid the intricate of fate, 
Our reaſon gave to love, and gave to hate; 
Were the true bliſsful always underſtood, 
And ſought alone amidft the wiſe and good, 
Sunk in the calm wou'd Virtue's labour ceaſe, 
And loſe her triumphs in the lap of peace; 
The pulſe of active life wou d ceaſe to beat, 
= with to agitate, no hope heat! n 5:5 
Unnerv'd each effort, every pow'r unbent, 


Lull'd in one liſtleſs apathy, Content. 


Men muſt have paſſions ; point them, if you can, 
Where leſs the brute enjoys, and more the man. 


3 
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To combat paſſion when our reaſons riſe, 
Reaſons are better paſſions in diſguiſe. 


In every climate, and in every age, 


With poet, prieſt, philoſopher, and ſage, 


Let pedant-preachers ſmooth it as they will, 
They preach ſucceſsful to the paſſions ſtill; 
Direct the wiſh to riſe, the tear to fall, 


Give fear to ſome, and vanity to all. 


The world's dull reaſon, ſober, cool, and pure, 


The world's dull reaſon is a knave demure. 5 


See, freſh from Nature's hand, unfetter'd youth 


Romantic friendſhip, boaſt, romantic truth; 
With all the miſt of fond deluſion blind, 
The venial errors of an honeſt mind. 


High beat their hearts with every generous aim, 
And graſp the golden hope of endleſs fame: 


Majeſtic viſions, forms of tranſport wild, | 
Where bloom'd the arts, or hardy Valour toil'd, 


Riſe from the pictur'd walks of Greece or Rome, 


Riſe from the paſt, and point the time to come. 


But 


67 
But ſoon, too ſoon, the airy fabrics fall, 
And ſervile Reaſon lacqueys Int'reſt's call; 


Now Caution creeps where Virtue ſtalk'd before, 
And cons the batter'd page of Prudence o'er : 
Get wealth, the bell of every idiot chimes, 
Immoderate wealth, the madneſs of the times ; 
Get wealth abroad, beneath the furtheſt ſky, 

Or cheat at home, game, perjure, fawn, and lie. 
See at the goal, to tempt the kindling race, 

See Stukely's laurels blooming in thy face ! 
Stukely, whoſe youth the folly was deny'd 

To hide the villain, or deſire to hide; 

(Tho? in his face, ac cms, rhe nend within 
Half veils his portrait with a baſtard grin). 
Plays with my Lord, is favour'd by her Grace, 
Now graſps a title, and obtains a place, 
Drinks precious burgundy, is ſerv'd in plate, 
And winds their ſchemes with miniſters of ſtate; 
Nay, ſhame to Virtue in a woman's ſhape! | 
Aſpaſia is his wife - without a rape.— 
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All this is own'd; but prudent men are glad 


To take the world as it may be had: 1 
Stukely has parts, has gain'd from wing clear. 


(Or fame has ly'd) eight thouſand pounds a year | 


| His virtue cries a ſage My good young man, 
& Leave rhiming, and get money if you can; 


1 « For Stukely' s worth and your's, the world will ſean * em, 
| « Truſt me they will, at juſt ſo much per annum.” 
The bluſhleſs ſons of theſe. degenerate days ; | 
Not virtue loſe alone, 2 virtue: 8 praiſe,— j 


PIES 


| 
| | Yet not the maine of the world beſtows 
The bliſs our vices chaſe, our virtue Knows: * 


— 


$3 The glare that blazes 3 in a .public ſhow, 


1 | E -. The courtier's , whiſper, and the great man's bow; 
To dance with Princes, and to dine with Lords, | 
ſ | Theſe are the > AN their envy'd1 lat affords. | 
Yet they, whom gaping crouds with envy ſee, 
| | Have years to ſeem, but ſcarce ar an hour 70 be; | 5 | | = 
| | bet, like ſome bauble gayly trimm d, on high, 

| Their life, their friendſhip, and their love, a lie, | 


L. 9-4 


If e'er reflexion renders up it's truſt, 
The vapid medley riſes in dilguſt, 
Without the ſparkle, and the gold, remain 
The ſparkling poiſon, and the gilded chain, 


And memory gathers, with unweary'd wing, 


But thoughts that torture, and but joys that ſting. 


But far more ſolid joys may wealth produce 
With thoſe who ſpend it not for ſhew, but uſe; a | 
It's decent, ſober ſons, who calmly taſte 
What riches give, without intemperate waſte. 
Thus honeſt Bala'm—yes; the title's meet, 
No rich man is a rogue in Tombard Street- 


« What, honeſt! he, whom orphan minors curſe, 
Robb'd of their rights to pamper Bala'm's purſe ;.. 


A ſuit in chancery ſhall ſet you right 


A knave ! I ſcorn the word—the;man's a knight; 


His honour's proof I draw from high records, 
True, as his turtle, in the mouth of lords.— 
© To lords a bubble, and to wits a ſport, 


A man of moment (as he ſays) at court—" 


C « There 


e 
There, while I breath'd a pray'r for Britain's good, 
The beſt of Princes mark'd me where I ſtood, | 
My abſence from the laſt day's levee chid, 
And aik*d—how lady Bala'm's toothach did?” 


Us 


Our friends may fail us, and our fortunes fall, 
Self-conſequence alone is true to all: | | 
Search where you will, the dulleſt herd explore 

Where muddy nature feems to roll no more, Wi 


Who calmly bear, in buſineſs? hackney'd ways, 
The liſtleſs habitude of paſſive days, 

Who breathe an air that feels no active ſpring, 
Unfann'd by Fancy*s.ever-vivid wing, 

Guiltleſs of thought who creep their round of time, 
Like ſome old Orloge, with one drowzy chime, IN 
And mongſt the ir whiter notes of memory keep 
One better dinner, andone ſounder ſleep, 

Yet there has Pride it's little objects too, 
The wig beſt-powder'd, or the blackeſt ſhoe; 

lt Hence chandler Gripe his wife's ſhrill tongue belabours, 

1 For Sukey's flounce js narrower than her neighbour's; 


| | | | | Hence 


[ 2 ] 
Hence Paſtry-Figg, who claims ſuperior parts, 
Steals half the paper-bottom from his tarts, 
And dares the boldeſt of his Friday's club 


With doubts deiſtical from Father Chubb. 


To ſelf-conceit the meaneſt knowledge ſwells, 


Of Lalio's motions Lzlio's butler tells, 


# 


The laſt ſupply can figure to a ſous, 
And counts the patriot noſes of the houſe. 


Proud of his poſt his Grace's footman ſee, 
As pert, as wicked, and as drunk as he, 
With ſhoes as ſhining, with as broad a lace, | 
With all his idiot fawcinels of tace, © 


The boy, whoſe bawling merit boaſts to ſweep 
The greaſy. croſſings of the ward of Cheap, 
Who ſcrapes for farthings plump Sir Pipkin's door, 
For trade and freedom ſwells the city roar. 
Thro all her ranks the Law's importance runs, 


And Mansfield's words are mouth'd by ſcriveners' ſons. 


C2 With 


f 
5 


8 i vs. } 


} | 
f!' With eyes that keep one vacant point in view, 


Like pap the ſun had bleach'd and hardened too, 
= That took ſome odd fantaſtic form by chance 
See milky Lamio, mute and grave advance : 

O'er locks that nature gave, but ſolemn law, 


A foe to nature, with averſion ſaw, 


A needleſs peruke's ſnowy round is thrown, 


And blanks his face with folly not it's own. 


His words, in one long even tone that drawl 

When drowzy Dulneſs yawns her opiate call, 

Let Pity ſuffer (for ſhe can no more) 

To mark the weather, or to count the hour ;. 

But ſhould the youth, amid the circling pit, 

Decide on Shakeſpeare, and pronounce on wit, 

We laugh in ſcorn yet Lamio ſtill is bleſs d, 

He thinks, poor ſoul! the rogues have found his jeſt. 


Re 3 
* 1 


Some few there are, who by impartial rules 
Half-find the ſecret that themſelves are fools, 
Who never deep in thou Zhi, nor maz d in doubt, 
can lau gh at willom. and; are e bleſs'd without: f 


Who 


13 


Who beat, unmoved, the beaten track, to find 
Each groſſer ſenſe that mocks the reaſoning mind; 
Hunt in a ſquire, an alderman regale, 

Or ſwill, a parſon, politics and ale. 

Others by Dulneſs' briſker efforts made 

(For there are fools of feather as of lead) 

Are born by Pride beyond their native fence, 


And cheat mankind, the hypocrites of ſenſe. 


The ſoft, the delicate Favonius hear 
Gingling his baubles in my aching ear, 
So dully ſweet, ſo pertly debonnair, 
Wit with a grin, and wiſdom with a ftare; 
Bleſs'd youth ! whoſe ſkin ſo white, whoſe talk ſo ſmart, . 


Wins every male, and every female heart. 


With tags of jeſts in Brown and Durfey found, = 
With puns that lie in ambuſh for a ſound, 
With mottos from the wits of ancient days, 
Stol'n from the tops of magazine-eſſays, 
With painters' names at print-ſhops daily ſought, 


With one poor epigram his tutor wrote, 


Favonius 


( 214 } 


Favonius roſe, and all the ladies know it, 


A wit, a ſcholar, connoiſſeur, and poet. 
3ST” 5 , 


© Friendſhip's the wine of life.” I hold at leaſt 
| Folly the nuts and apples of the feaſt. 

That flippant folly, with the jaunty mien, 

At midnight balls in Florio's figure ſeen ; 

Skill'd in thoſe little arts that always pleaſe, 
With pertneſs fluttering on the wings of caſe, 
To wear a ſmile perpetual in his face, 

To talk perpetual nothings with a grace; 

Or, when his ſtars are in a bleſſing fit, 

Play with a fan, and ſtumble upon wit, 
Something by fops call'd wit, that fools may find, 
| No words deſcribe, for no ideas bind, 

That, far from ſenſe, with whim's exotics grew, 


Tharmuch applauds itſelf, and laughs at you. 


Not Priſcus thus; he boaſts an honeſt heart, 


An open ſoul, that hates the name of art; 


r 3 With 


1 
With ſenſe unpoliſh'd grating on his mind | 
He holds perpetual war with human kind, | 
Storms at a fop, is angry at a fool, 
And bears good mature juſt within a rule. 
Where tyrant Priſcus ſcowls his redd'ning eye 
Mirth waves his wing, and all the Cupids fly: 
On him what joys of other names await, | 
Bleſs'd with a foe, and proud to purchaſe hate. 


Is this to truth, to wiſdom this ally'd ? 
All this is nature—or perhaps tis pride. 


we ſeldom ſimply judge of good or ill 
By genuine laws, or unpervertcd will, | | ö 
The means of bliſs with you, with me, or him, | 
Are fix'd by narrow codes of partial whim. 

But in one paſlion (ſings the bard of night *, . 
Nor ſings he falſe) all human hearts unite ; 

If from their folds their motives you unbind, 
Inſtinctive vanity rules all mankind. 


* Youn To 


And 


[16 ] 


And rules it love, my Florio ? aſk your Chloe, 


Jour laſt year's charmer, ſhe perhaps may ſhow ye 
14 Her Florio once, her Florio to tlie heart, 

ö | Pierc'd and tranſpierced by Cupid's golden dart, 
Wich many a ſtolen ſonnet to her praiſe, 


* And many a window ſcratch'd with amorous lays.“ ” 


But now, your Chloe is fo changed a creature, 


Theſe ſonnets are the falſeſt thin Zs in nature; 
Buy what fad chance are all her beauties loſt? 
She's quite as handſome—but no more a roaſt; 
Some newer beauty catch'd the public eye, 
And Florio took the hint—to gaze and die. 


| - Alas! ſo tame our modern love is grown 

That dying lovers die in rhime alone, 5 
Harmleſs it's fires like play-houſe lightnings glare, 
And each impaſion'd N s but a wy r. 


When from the yoke of Afric's tawny ſon 


His half-unpeopled land the Spaniard won, 


% 


When 


7 
When midft the lonely caftle's echoing hall, 
The Giant - Cuiſſes deck d the ragged wall, 
And dark Enchantment, Superſtition's child 
In midnight mazes walk ' d the howling wild, 
Romance, with all her fancy-faſhion'd creed, 
Saw heroes pine, and deſperate lovers bleed, 
Thro' circling years the virgin flame confeſs'd, 
And blazing fierceſt when by Fate repreſs'd; 
The poiſon'd chalice, and the dagger bare, 
She taught the tender-boſom'd nymph to dare, 


With magic hand untwin'd the threads ſhe wove, 


And pour'd on Virtue all the bliſs of Love. 


Toy 
But when her canvas opening to the wind, 
Had Traffic wafted wealth from either Ind, 
Attendant Luxury ſhe wafted F 
Refinement flouriſh'd, and Politeneſs grew; 5 
Then Love was liſted in her mimic train, 


And Faſhion's lips his ardors taught to feign ; 3 


Debauch d by Art, he loſt his genuine powr, 
And idly frolic'd midſt the Vacant hour, 


D 
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| (Tis but the decent rudeneſs of her flare, 


r 
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« "Tis woman's fault, the ſurly Priſcus ſays, 
« Degenerate woman in theſe waning days; 
Frue to no worth, in female boſoms reign, 
* Deſpite of love, t kle and the vain; 
“ Still idly im a ith untaught deſire, 
« Squire yields to Lord, and Merit e 


Tis their ambition; 3 are noble game, 
And mighty mind at mighty quarries aim: 
Tho' tyrant man would fain 'monopolize | 


The. thirſt of glory and of great emprize, 
Yet female breaſts vie generous ; ardor own, 


Lo $4 . 


Their r Beauty, and our hearts their throne. 


. ; 
me T7? ; 
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Her ſoul unbroken and unquench! di in flame, | ; 


LS 


See yonder veteran in the liſts of fame ; 


wp. 
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See, at the cloſing of ſome public ſhow 


Gaile Har bÞifitnnon 1ng 


Canidia joſtling in its hindmoſt row: 1 
For ſimple ladies come an hour too late) | 
Canidia ſtill in beauty 8 ſecond prime, 5 
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At fixty bends not to the hand of Time; 
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Time 


„ 


Time can but draw his wrinkles o'er her brow; 


Time can but ſpread her gloſſy locks with ſnow; - 


Theſe are no parts of her that head-dreſs ſee, 
Triumphs in youthful Immortality! 
Eternal bloom—is in the pow'r of paint; 
And yet Canidia's more than half a ſaint; 


Conſtant at church; for ſometimes beaux are there, 
And thus, one faſting morn, ſhe clos'd a prayr: 
And as for deaths ſitiee die the youngeſt mut, 


© And this fair frame be moulder'd i in the duft, 
« Be all theſe errors of my youth forgivin, 


And let me wear this Denmark-fly* in heavin! . 


1 tir t 3%: 
But rapid now, like n by art, 


Canidia's youth 1s harmleſs to my heart ; 
But ſeek its power, its nativ empire ſeek; 1 


Where the blood danbeb in Havilla's cheeky” 


And ſwells redundant in a;thouſand:charms:;-- 
Her winged thoughts, tom torp ref own, 
Flit in a ſunny regibmroÞ their own i: 

| A particular ſort of head · dreſs. 


N | Wiſdom 
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| 
{ 


LEI CI. 


ö 

XN 

8 
"RN 
1 
4 

. 


3 


— 
0 N IT * 
. p \ — — 1 — r 
2 742 n = . E ©, + 1, "42 WC 2 N 
4 2 * pe 4 * 
— — pa k TE _— X , 
— — _ _— a — _ _— . 
2 — — ET ae Foes ——_ " VEE LY . — 
of — n — * * * 
w 
” 
. 


oo" — 


[ 20 ] 


Wiſdom forgets. to chide, when Wiſdom ſpics 
The dear Imprudence ſparkling in her eyes, 
Her eyes, that in their beamy courſes roll 


Luxuriant feelings, and a waſte of ſoul ; 


Yet would he ſpeak, not reaſon's muſty ſaw, 
Would give thy pleaſure, not thy conduct, law 3 
For pleaſure's ſelf, too headlong in the chace, 
Flavilla ſtifles with a rude embrace; 

From life's gay buſtle panting and ee, 
And ſtill more fev N in the lap of reſt, | 
Purſues the bubble where it glanc'd before, 


The burſting bubble glances now no more: 
For know, Flavilla, though It fannds hut 118 
That ev'n in madneſs, Tere? is fomething dun. 


ien 1 


But in That claſs Lbmira {NOTED ſcan; 


Too grave for woman, and ee eee vil 
Too dull for whim, too ſimple much for ſenſe, 


T9. 2 | . EET r 1 
Her's is the region of in differente 


One civil e eee 133 
One decent curt ſy, and one ſettled nn 
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[ 21 } 
Diſcreetly cold, ſhe never ſoars above, 
Theſe all her friendſhip, theſe are all her love; 


And as for hate, to woman or to man 
Her lip Juſt preſſing on her folded fan ! 


With pulſe unquicken'd, with unredden'd cheeks, 
Ne'er to be bleſs'd is all the bliſs ſhe ſeeks. 


Cloſe by her fide, her wither'd Lord the while 
With toothleſs viſage tries an aukward ſmile; 9 ff 
So on ſome moral tombſtone ſculptors place- N 
A death's head grinning in a cherub's face. 
Him Folly tempted in ſome weaker hour. 
(For long had Love been foild'and lot his Power) 
To covet in the crazy wane of life 
Imputed honour from r. wife. 


With the faint No which love interprets Les 
The nymph had doom'd another ſuitor's bliſs, : 
When this Antonio, like the god of old; 

Came, ſaw, and conquer'd, in a ſhow'r of Gold, 
Lemira's.prudent phlegm had time to ſee, 
That Six in jointure fairly doubles Three. 
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Some venial errorg-aathe-ſexialiow; A blo F 
All theſe are women;—Lucia!, 5 5 
Thee, gentleſt, wiſeſt, Nature form'd,to move 
The wiſe to wonder, and the ſoft to love; | 
With all the prudence. coldeſt Natures know, oe 
The warmth that bids a ſeraph' 8 boſom glow, 
Humility to learn, with ſkill to guide, 
The bluſh of meekneſs, yet with-virtue's pride, | 
Mild with each grace, a co ther) 1 
Thy heart is WOmAR 5, — mind is more!? 


Let aſk PIs world, ee ne er a failing? 

And ſhall its railers hurſt for want of railing} 
Lucia, an Angel, Goddeſs; hat you will- 
Sighs for a title, and is- woman ſtillã 2 


How tart my feelings from deſires like theſe!) | 
How ſwells my wonder that a found ſhould pleafe? 
With like ſurprize the worlchs gay ſons wou'd ſee 

| Thin fancy charm/ or muſia g ſadneſs, me. Dis wal 80 
How wou d they view-me from their crouds ny, Hit 
To feaſt on thought befde my e ning fire? 107 di 242 1640] 
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By Nature form'd to dwell on Fancy's themes, 
With ſacred faith I hear her wildeſt dreams, 
On all her clouds impreſs a livelier glow, 
And fluſh the painting of her gaudieſt bow: ; 
Or ſometimes, ſtung by Virtue's broken rules, 


The pomp of villains, and the pride of fools, 
Grown fick of life, a wiſtful thought Lcaſt 
Where thought. had ſcarce begun to guide the paſt; 
Where Truth fat brooding like a white-plum'd dove 
O'er infant Friendſhip, and of er infant Love, 8 2 8 
The fairy-tale by ſimple nurſes told, oy plu; 
And memory ruſhiny gin the ſongs of old. 
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One hallow d ſatetiel ſtilb recalls; in 1 NAT 


The hallow'd ſatchel draws a tear of joy! 

Oh! golden days! h tax nere return agaln, . 
When life's affe current ran without a ſtain —_ 56 
Warm. from the 122 each pointed-w —— en 
Without the col concluſions of the head,” ain 
Some little c cares 1 5 ffutter das ; they 3 oaks 
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Juſt ſunk again to ſweeten new repo 
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No tangled knowledge did the ſoul endure, 
And this was wiſdom,, for the ſoul was pure. 


Nor yet for all the | powers of boaſtful art, 
Each deeper ſcience, each ſublimer 3 
Did Pride allow me, wou'd T barter this 
The week ey d virtue win her pe caceffl bliſs. 


Ceaſe then to chace the meteor as i ir flies, 
Be humbly happy, and be humbly wiſe: | ITT SY be woe 
To know what Nature meant, what Hearn allowed d, ; 
Too great for vice, t00 little to be proud, „ 
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Wich mirth- to chear. with :omper ne'er eee 
This may be ours twas Lentulus's lot. 


Born in that e ance, e gives to n 
What greatneſs 1 is, what greatneſs can't beſtow ; 
With moderate wiſhes, but no cares that Vvex, 
With. knowledge, juſt to guide, but not perplex, 
That ne'er at Truth' 8 plain dictates took offence ; 
That ne'er in e Was loſt to ſenſe 5. 


| _ | With 


/ 
With taſte, that knew the pleaſing path to ſtrike, 
Without the nice diſcernment of diſlike ; 


Warm from his heart tho” virtue's zeal aroſe; 
Compaſſion check'd the flame, and ſpar'd her foes, 
With pious awe lier jealous ſenſe ſuppreſs'd, 

And took the worſt of ſeemings at the beſt; 

Ev'n for the worſt a brother's yearnings kept, 
And where his faith condemn'd, his nature wer 


Free from her proudeſt good, her direſt harm, 
He fled from fortune to a humble farm; 


There ſhunn'd the croud his virtue ne'er approv'id, 
There ſaw the beucr few His virtue lov'd. 


Oh! let me oft the bliſsful ſcene recall, 
(While proud Ambition's plumy viſions fall) 
His barn when Autumn's yellow bounty ſtor d, 
The modern patriarch oer his feſtive board !. - 
His feſtive board which modeſt nature-grac'd; 
Nor tortur'd appetite, and-calld it Taſte; 
Where tow'r'd no-plate, no ſaucy lacqueys frown'd;. 
But roſy children fat like cherubs round :. 
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There, on the AR gueſt, the wife, the child, | 
"The friend, the huſband, and the father ſmil'd; 
There, mildly jocund, oer the temperate bowl, 
Free roſe the mirth that pour d his ſpotleſs ſoul, ' 
And warm good-nature rov'd where pleaſure lies, 
Betwixt the gaily mad, and dully wile. 


Such was his life, a life his death confeſs'd 
That gave the ſaint to live, the man to reſt. 
'*Heav'n took him at an age, that juſt bereft 


His Keener paſſions, but his reaſon left, 


That juſt cou'd feel the preſent as it paſs d, 
Look o'er his former days, uvr fear his Iaſt. 


Oh ſpare his grave, ye proud! the mouldering clod 
No marble covers, but a fimple ſod, 
Near where its withering arms the ancient yew 
Leans to the eaſt, and drops the hoary dew: 
There on the ſward I ſaw them reſt his bier, 


Some ſons of virtue, nom themſelves forgot, 


Walk d, with a pauſing ſtep, the ſilent ſpot, 
„ | On 


© 7 3 


On Heay'n theireyes they caft, their hopes rely d, 
Father, thy will be done they ſaid, and ſigh'd. 


Oh! that my verſe a memory couꝰd give | 


To live for ages, that fo pure cou'd live; 


Proud to attend on virtue's train alone, "3 
Mark his untainted life, —and mend my own: 


Then ſhould no figh my wounded boſom tear 


For aught that Fortune's glittering ſons may wear, 


But Reaſon teach me, that we idly roam 


For bliſs abroad which ſhe can find at home. 


Plac'd where no ſpark of genius dares to riſe, 
Where Dulneſs icarce unfolds her leaden eyes, 
With all th' inextricable maze around 
Of gothic jargon, and unmeaning ſound, 
Virtue may teach to feel but half the chain, 
And ſtrew her roſes o'er the barren plain. 
Bleſs'd if no crimea crime's reward ſhall bring, | 
Nor wealth be wafted on Diſhonour's wing, 


Gay where I can, nor always loving mirth, 
Not Fancy's quite, nor quite a ſon of Earth, 
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